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Canada boys." Oh, my ! Eh what! I remember how
my bygone friend, Chic Sale, that great artist of the comic,
told me that the first time he heard someone say in a hotel
rotunda, " Look, that's Chic Sale ! " he threw his head
up so high with pride that he tripped his left foot behind
his right and made a sort of stage fall into the air. Chic
had it to perfection. That is exactly how my twelve-
year-old associates and I felt when someone said " Upper
Canada boys!" Then came the springtime and the
cricket season of May and June. The college grounds
all beautiful, great days on Saturday afternoons, cricket
matches and heroes, and receptions with great quantities
of ice cream and cakes ; and then, ecstatic beyond
wonder, the close of the term, the school breaking up
in a torrent of oratory exhorting us to be gentlemen,
packing trunks and off to take the train to go home for
the holidays. My brothers and I went down to the little
old Toronto and Nipissing Station at the foot of Berkeley
St. two hours before the train was due to be made up,
and " fooled around " among the cinderhead beside the
bay, waiting to start home, and there wasn't a dull minute
in all the two hours.

We came back as boarders that autumn, and after that,
as I said before, I stayed on at Upper Canada, passing all
through the school as a boarder and as a day-boy and
finally as a boarder again. My brother Jim dropped out
to go to my remarkable Uncle in Winnipeg, and Dick
presently grew so tall that they couldn't keep him there
any longer. Dick couldn't learn anything by any known
academic process. They promoted him out of the first
form into the second on the ground that he was nearly
six feet high, but they refused to carry him beyond six
feet. So Dick dropped out and back to the old farm
now occupied only by old Tommy, the hired man. Then
presently there came the North-West Rebellion of 1885
which brought after it that autumn an outbreak of
placards calling for recruits for the North-West Mounted
Police. Dick ran true to form, made his way to Ottawa,